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" I tfiink it should face this way so that its back is to the
prevailing wind."
" Oh, do you really think so? I don't myself believe the
prevailing wind is that way at all as a matter of fact."
" Oh, yes.    I think you'll find it is at this time of year."
" Well, I'm afraid I can't agree.   We're actually much
more likely to get a wind off the sea during the night.**
We began like that.
We tilted the pram up with its back to the sea, supporting
it with giant boulders so that it leaned over towards the snow
slope. The sheer joy of being once more on dry land, able
to do something again and forget our situation in violent
action, made us work like Trojans. I was astonished at the
feats of strength which I found myself able to perform in spite
of my fatigue, rolling huge rocks along the shingle to build up
our new house, a grimy and dishevelled Sisyphus. White
we worked the sun shone faintly again through a luminous
haze and from the low ice-cliff that overhung most of the
beach the drops fell everywhere like jewels. Across the
open side of the boat we built a high wall with stranded
blocks of ice and cemented them with snow. Or rather
Matheson built it, for since he had been in the Arctic and
knew how the Eskimo does it we worked under his direction.
We carried the blocks of ice, whose weight for their size was
amazing and disconcerting, up from the margin of the sea
and dropped them at Matheson's feet. They dripped down
us as we carried them and soaked our legs, taking a last but
unsatisfying revenge upon us for our escape. We competed
for Matheson's approval with these icy smooth trophies, for
the approbation of the master builder, "Get me loag thin
bricks," he said, selecting some and rejecting others. ** I
don't like your round ones. They're no use," As the wall
grew higher and began to enclose the tiny space that was to
be our house Matheson, with admirable skill, set bade thfc ice
bricks one above the other so that the wall arched over Mkc *
dome to meet the over-arching of the boat. ** Tumble them